Chapter i5
The WOMAN WAITS

CONGO WAS SHUT UP IN HIS ROOM.   THE PROFESSOR WAS IN THE
forest. Olga always thought of him as the professor. She
lifted her nightdress and looked at her toes. All nightdresses
should be long and sheer, she thought.
Over it she wore a new dressing gown of green satin edged
with white maribou. She was smoking. There was only a
table light on in the bedroom. It had a pink silk shade* She
had made up. Her hair was neither up nor down. It was
twisted in a yellow knot low on her neck. Parted virginally in
the middle, it was drawn back, but not too tightly, from her
forehead. She slipped her feet into green mules that matched
the dressing gown. They were also edged with maribou.
How many women knew that this white fluff they wore so
seductively came from a great carrion-eating stork? She
loved the paradoxes of life. When Fritz came through the
window, he would bow and click his heels. They would have
some champagne. There was a tray with sandwiches ready.
They would speak very socially, almost formally: she appreci-
ating the joke: he embarrassed by it. Where did the social end
and the biological begin?
Though she was waiting, she was not impatient. Also there
was a masculine side to her character which made her enjoy
the masochism of provisional uncertainty. Besides, she was
always curious, always trying to pin down the moment of
change, when social intercourse turned into sexual: always
amused at the way men were troubled at this time.